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Ord Thomas he was a forreſter bold, 
Keeper of our king's deer, 
Fair Eleanor was a fair waman, 
and Lord Thomas ſhe loved dear, 

Come riddle us, riddle us, mother h: ſays, 
come riddle us both in one; | 
Whether ſhall I go to fair Eleanor's bower, 

or bring the brown bride home ? 
The brown bride ſhe has houſes and land. 
fair Eleanor ſhe has none ? 
For my bleſſiag lord Thomas ſhe ſays, 
bring me the brown bride home, 
It happened upon a holy day, 
as may one's has been beſide; 
Tat he's awa' to fair Eleanor's bower, 
_ .. who thought to have been his bride, 
What news, what news, lord Thomas, ſhe ſays, 
what news haveye to me ? 
I'm come to bid you to my wedding, 
and to morrow it's for to be, 
O! God forbid ! lord Thomas, ſhe ſays, 
that e'er that ſhould have been; 
Ualeſs I had been bride myſelt, 
and you to have bzen bridegroom. 
Come riddle us, riddle us, mother, ſhe ſays, 
com: riddle us both as one; 
Whether ſhall I go to lord Thoes's wedding, 
or ſhall I carry at home? 
Where one will be your friend daughter, 
a thouland will be your foe ; 
Betide my life, or betide my death, 
to lord Thomas's wedding I'll ga, 
She's clothed herſelf in ſcarlet red, 
her merry maids all in green, 
And every town that they came to, 
they thought ſhe was ſome queen. 
And when ſhe came to lord Taomas's gate, 
ſhe tirled at the pin; . 
And ready was lord Thomas himſelf, 
to let fair Eleanor in. | 
Ye'rc welcome hear, my fair Eleanor, 
ye're welcome here to me; | 
Far bener I love they litile finger 
nor all her whole body, 
The brown bride ſhe pull'd out a pen knife 
it was both large and ſharp ; 
And ſhe's ſhot it in to fair Eleanor? 
and ſtabbed her into the, heart. 
O what's the matter fair Eleanor 
what makes you look ſo wan ? 
For (ure you was the faireſt gicl, 
thar ever the ſun ſhined on. 
If ye be not blind lord thomas, ſhe ſays, 
I think ye may very well ſee; 
Do you not ſee my own hearts blood, 
come running down by my knee. 
then he pulled out his {word from his (ide, 
it was both long and ſmall ; | 
And he's catted off the brown bride's head, 
and he daſh'd it againſt the wall 
He put the ſword into his own breaſt, - 
the hilt into the wall; 
And all that was at this wedding 
did ſee how they did fall. 
Lord Thomas was buried in St. Mary's church, 
fair Eleanor in the quire ; 
And out at lord Thomas there ſprang a birk, 
and from fair Eleanor a brier. | 
And theſe tuo grow, and theſe two throw, 
untill that theſe did met, 
Whereby any perſon they might know, 
that theſe were lovers moſt ſweet.” 
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